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week* One of them smiles faintly and says some-
thing to a companion* They look towards where
a large party of men are sitting at a table, surrounded
by partly empty glasses* They have been drinking,
and are boisterous and noisy and the girls beside
them laugh obediently*

There is nothing gay or cheerful in this place* It
is just sordid* and those who come to it do so for en-
tirely different reasons from those farther down the
street* The air is hot* misty with cigarette-smoke*
and in it there is the vague smell of heated bodies*
scent* and stale beer* It is time to go to bed*
and to leave those who like this sort of thing to
carry on*

Instead of hiring a car back to Sliema* we will
go down and take a dhaisa across the harbour, and
clean our lungs of smoke and bad air*

rv
Malta is strewn with prehistoric remains* and
the most interesting of them all is most certainly
the Hypogeum* This is an underground temple*
cut out by a Stone Age people from solid rock*
and it consists of a series of chambers* passages*
and store-rooms, all of which were excavated
without the use of cutting-tools, and it is, of its
kind, the most wonderful thing in the world* Only